SNOW IN THE SUBURBS

TO SOME BUILDERS OF CITIES

You have thrust Nature out, to make
A wilderness where nothing grows
But forests of unbudding stone
(The sparrow's lonely for his boughs) ;
You fling up citadels to stay
The soft invasion of the rose.

But though you put the Earth in thrall

And ransack all her fragrant dowers,

Her old accomplice. Heaven, will plot

To take with stars your roofs and towers;      i

And neither stone nor steel can foil

That silver strategy of flowers.
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SNOW IN THE SUBURBS

EVERY branch big with it.
Bent every twig with it;
Every fork like a white web-foot;
Every street and pavement mute ;
Some flakes have lost their way, and grope back

upward, when
Meeting those  meandering down they turn and

descend again.

The palings are glued together like a wall,
And there is no waft of wind with the fleecy fall. 20

A sparrow.enters the tree,

Whereon immediately
A snow-lump thrice his own slight size
Descends on him and showers has head and eyes.
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